CHAPTER XXI

A Year in India

AS a keen chess player eyes his board, so Albuquerque
followed every move in the complicated game of
Indian politics.

He saw no reason why Portugal should not one day find
herself supreme throughout the length and breadth of
Hindustan, but he knew that that could not be achieved at
the point of the sword. The total population of Portugal
was under two million. The Governor of India rarely had
three thousand men at his command, and those had to be
spread along a line that reached from Goa to Malacca.
Every petty Indian prince ruled over myriad hosts, but the
weakness of these gorgeous rajahs was plain. "May it
please the Most High God/' says Albuquerque piously, " to
sow such wars and dissensions among them that some may
call Your Highness in to help and offer you a portion of their
lands!"

Meanwhile he watched their intrigues with interest and
was careful to destroy any illusions which D, Manuel might
entertain about the ingenuousness of the simple Asiatic.
" Kings out here know how to play their games as well as
over there!" he assures his sovereign. Personally he trusted
none of them, not even his dear friend the Rajah of Cochin.
Who has been supporting Calicut for all these years, he
queries cynically, if it is not Cochin? Officially the rulers
were at daggers drawn, but a great deal of hanky-panky
went on behind the scenes. " No one here takes pride in
truth or loyalty, or in keeping faith, for they have none-----